THE MOON TRAIL.
The moon trail shineth across sea,
And stretcheth off to a ftroou::ht:u!

in the realms of the old, romantic moon,

no::!enm‘ 18 morning, and midnight

Then lovers away on the bright moon

trail,
Bach happy two with a tiny sail,
In a silver waste with stars above,
And nothing to do but love and love.

The ﬁt;g%t. kind moon, like a sphere of
Bwlng lt'll;:wv'n to the rim of the sea each
ghnt,
Finding ever some bark with a happy
crew,
Bringing all the world though it brings
but two.
Then lovers away on the bright moon
trail;
Soft breezes are sighing to fill your sail:
There are stars beneath and stars above,
And nothing to do but love and love.

The moon trail lighteth the sea of life
For lover and maiden, lover and wife,
And it’s joy to sail down its shimmery way,
Just two together, forever and aye.
The;n :;)vers away on the bright moon
rail;
Each happy twain with a tiny sail,
For there's naught so sweet in Heaven
above
Or the earth beneath, as to love and love.
—N. Y. Tribune.

[Copyright, 18¢s5, by Robert Barr.)

CHAPTER XIX.—CONTINUED.

A glimmer of a smile hovered about
the red lips of a girl, a smile hardly
perceptible, but giving an effect to her
clear complexion, as if a sunbeam had
crept inio the room and its reflection
had lit up her face.

“I have come to apologize, Mr. Weni-
worth,” she said at last. “I find it a
very difficult thing to do, and, asIdon’t
know just how to begin, I'll plunge
right into it.”

“You don’t need to apologize to me
for anything, Miss Brewster,” replied
Wentworth rather stiffly.

*Oh, yes, I do. Don't make it harder
than it is by being too frigidly polite
#bout it, but say you accept the
apolory, and that you’re sorry—no—I!
don't mean that—I should say that
vou're sure I'm sorry, and that yom
know I won’t do it again.”

Wentworth laughed,
Brewster joined him.

“There,” she said, “that's ever so
much better. I suppose you've been
thinking hard things of me ever sinc2
we last met.”

“I've tried to,” replied Wentworth.

“Now that’s what 1 call honest; be-
sides I like the implied compliment. I
think it's very neat, indeed. I'm really
very., very sorry that I—that things
happened as they did.’ I wouldn’t hava
blamed you if you had used exceeding-
ly strong language about it at the
time.”

“I must confess that I did.”

“Ah,” said Jennie, with a sigh, “you
men have so many comforts denied to
us women. But 1 came here for an-
other purpose; if 1 had merely wanted
to apologize I think I would have wri*-
ten. I want some information which
you can give me, if you like.”

The young woman rested her elbows
on the table, with her chin in her
hands, gazing across at him earnestly
and innocently. Poor George felt that
it would be impossible to refuse any-
thing of those large beseeching eyes.

- “I want you to tell me about your
mine."”

All the geniality that had gradually
come into Wentworth's face and man-
ner vanished instantly.

“So this is the old
again,” he said.

“How can you say that!™ ecried
Jennie, reproachfully. *“I am askinz
for my own satisfaction entirely, and
not for my paper. Desides, I tell you
frankly what 1 want to kunow, and
don’t try to get it by indirect means—
by false pretenses—as you once said.”

“How can you expect me to give you
information that does not belong to
me alone? I have no right to speak of
2 business which cone¢erns others wit!h-
out their permission.”

“Al, then there are at least two others
concerned in the mine,” said Jennie,

" gleefully. “Kenyon is one, 1 know,
who is the other?”

“Miss Brewster, 1 will tell you noth-
ing.”

“But vou have told me something al-
ready. Please go on and talk, Mr.
Wentworth—about anything you like
—and I shall soon find out all I want to
Jknow about the mine.”

She paused, but Wentworth
mained silent, which, indeed, the be-
wildered young man realized was the
only safe thing to do. °

“They speak of the talkativeness of
women,” Miss Brewster went on, as if
soliloguizing, “but it is nothing to that
of the men. Once set a man talking
and you learn everything he knows—
besides much more that he
doesn’'t.”

Miss Brewster had abandoned her
very talkative attitude, with its sug-
gestion of eonfidential relations, and
had removed her elbows from the tu-
ble, sitting now back in her chair gaz-
ing dreamily at the dingy window
which let the light in from the dingy
court. She seemed to have forgotten
that Wentworth was there, and said
more to herself than to him:

“1 wonder if Kenyon would tell me
about the mine?” '

“You might ask him.”

“Ng. it wouldn't do any good,” she

" econtinued, gently shaking her head.
“He's one of vour silent men, and there
are so few of them in this world! Per-
haps 1 had better go to William Long-
worth himself; he is not suspicious of
me.” :

*And as she said this she threw a
quick glance at Wentworth, and the
unfortunate young man's face at once
told her that she had hit the mark.
She bent her brow over the table and
laughed with such evident enjoyment

and Miss

business ovar

5 g

cver so

that Wentworth, in spite of his help-
less anger, smiled grimly.

Jennie raised her head, but the sight
of his perplexed countenance was too
mueh for her, and it was some time be-
fore her merriment allowed her to
speak. At last she said:

“Wouldn’t you like to take me by the
shoulders and put me out of the room,

1 Mr. Wentworth?”

“I'd like to take you by the shoulders
and shake you.”

“Ah! that would be taking a liberty,
and could not be permitted. We must
legve punishment to the law,you know,
although I do think a man should be
allowed to turn an objectionable visit-
or into the street.”

“Miss Brewster,” cried the young
man, earnestly, leaning over the table
toward her, “why don’t you abandon
your horrible inquisitorial profession
and put your mndoubted talents to
some other use?”

“What, for instance?”

“Oh—anything.”

Jennie rested her fair sheek against
her open palm again and looked at the
dingy window. There was a long si-
lence between them. Wentworth was
absorbed in watching ner clear-cut pro-
file and her white throat, his breath
quickening as he feasted his eyes on
her beauty.

*“I have always got angry,” she said,
2t last, in a low voice, with the quiver
of a suppressed sigh in it. “when other
people have said that to me—I wonder
why it is I merely feel hurt and sad
when you say it? It is so easy to say,
‘ch—anything’—so easy—so easy. You
are a man, with the strength and de-
termination of a man, yet you have
met with disappointments and obsta-
cles that have required all your cour-
age to overcome. Every man has, and
with most men it is a fight until the
Lead is gray and the brain weary with
the ceaseless struggle. The world
utterly merciless; it will trample you
down relentlessly if it can, and if your
vigilance relaxes for a moment it will
steal your crust and leave you to starve.
When I think of this incessant, sullen
contest, with no quarter given or taken,
| shudder and pray that I may die be-
fore I am at the mercy of the pitiless
world. When I came to Lopdon I saw
for the first time in my life that hope-
less melancholy promenade of the
sandwich men, human wreckage drift-
ing along the edge of the street, os
if they had been cast up there by the
rushing tide sweepirg past them.

’
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““I want you to teil me something about your
mine.”

They—they seemed to me like a tot-
tering procession of the dead—and on
their backs was the announcement of
a play that was making all London
roar with laughter—the awful comedy
and tragedy of it! Well, I simply
couldn’t stand it! I had to run up a
side street and cry like the little fool
I was, right in broad daylight.”

Jennie paused and tried to laugh, but
the effort ended in a sound saspiciously
like a sob, and she dashed her hand,
with quick impatience, at¢ross her
cyes, from which Wentworth had never
taken his own, watching them: dim as
the light from the window proved too
strong for them, and finally fill as she
ceased to speak. Searcning ineffectual-
ly about her dress for a handkerchief,
which lay on the table beside her para-
sol, unnoticed by either, Jennie went
on, with some difficulty:

“Well, these poor, forlorn ereatures
were once men—imen who had gone
down, and if the world is so hard on
a man, with all his strength and re-
sourcefulness, think—think what it is
foir a woman to be thrown into this
inbuman human turmoil—a woman
without friends — without money—-
flung among these relentless wolves—-
to live if she can—or—to die—if she
can.” ‘

The girl’s voice broke and she buried
her face in her arms, which rested on
the table.

Wentworth sprapg to his feet and
came round to where she sat.

“Jennie,” he said, putting his hand
on her shoulder.

"The girl, without looking up, shook
off the hand that touched her.

“*Go back to your place!™ she cried,
in a smothered voice. “Leave me
alone!"™

“Jennie,” persisted Wentworth.

The young woman rose from her
chair and faced him, stepping back a
pace.

“Don’t you hear what T say?
back and sit down. I eame here to
talk business; not to make a fool of
myself. It's all your fault, and I hate
you for it—you and your silly ques-
tions.”

But the young man stood where he
was, in spite of the dangerous sparkie
that lit up his visitor's wet eyes. A
frown gathered on his brow.

“Jennie,” he said, slowly, *“are you
playimg with me again?”

The swift anger that blazed up in her
face, reddening her cheeks, dried the
tears.

“How dare you say such a thing to
me?"” she cried, hotly. “Do you flatter
vourself that because I eame here to
talk business, I have also some personal
interest in you? Surely even your seli-
conceit doesn’t run so far as that!”

. Wentworth stood silemt, and Miss
Brewster picked up her parasol, scat-
tering, in her haste, the other articles
on the floor. If she expected Went-
worth to put them on the table again

Go

| she was disappointed, for, alth:
his eyes were upon her, his thougfits
were far away upon the Atlantic ocean.

“I shall not stay here to be insulted,”
she cried, resentfully, bringing Went-
worth’s thoughts back with a rush to
London again. “It is intolerable that
you should suse such an expression to
me. Playing with you, indeed!™

“I had no intention of insulting you,
Miss Brewster.”

“What is it but an insult to use such
a phrase? It implies that I either
care for you or—"

“And do you?”

“Do I what?”

“Do you care for me?”

Jennie shook out the lace fringes of
her parasol and smoothed them with
some precision. Her eyes were bent
on what she was doing, and consequent-
ly they did not meet those of her ques-
tioner.

“1 care for you as a friend, of course,”
she said, at last, still giving much at-
tention to the parasol. “If I had not
looked on you as a friend I would not
have come here to consult with yon,
would 1?”

“No, I suppose not. Well, T am sorry
I used the words that displeased you,
and now, if you will permit it, we will
go on with the consultation.”

“It wasn't a pretty thing to say.”

“I'm afraid I'm not good at saying
pretty things.”

“You used to be.,” The parasol be-
ing arranged to her liking she glanced
up at him. “Still you said you were
sorry, and that’s all a man can say—or a
woman either, for that’s what I said
myself when I came in. Now, if yon
will pick up those things from the
floor—thanks—we will talk about the
mine.”

Wentworth seated himself
chair again and said:

“Well, what is.it you wish to know
about the mine?”

“Nothing at all.”

“But you said you wanted informa-
tion."”

“What a funny reason to give! And
how a man misses all the fine points
of a conversation! No; just because 1
asked for information, you might have
lknown that it was what [ really want-
ed.”

“I'm afraid I'm very stupid. I hate
to ask boldly what you did want, but
1 would like to know.”

“I want 2 vote of confidence. 1 told
you I was sorry because of a certain
episode. I wanted to see if you trust-
ed me, and I found youdidn’t. - There.”

“I think that was hardly a fair test.
You see the facts did not belong to me
alone.”

Miss Drewster sighed, and
shook her heéad.

“That. wouldn’t have made the least
difference if you had really trusted me.”

“Oh, I say! You ecouldn't expect
man to—"

“Yes, I could.”

“What, merely a friend 2"

Miss Drewster nodded.

“Well, all I can say,” remarked Went-
worth, with a laugh, “is that friend-
ship has made greater strides in the
states than it has in this country.”

Before Jennie could reply the useful
boy knocled at the door and broughtin
a tea tray, which he placed before his
master, then silently departed, closing
the door noisclessly. :

*May I offer you a cup of tea?”

“Please. What a curious custom this
drinking of tea is in business offices.
T think I shall write an article on ‘A
Nation of Tea Tipplers.” 1If I were an
conemy to England, instead of being its
greatest friend, 1 would descend with
my army on this country between the
hours of four and five in the afternoon,
and so take the population unawares
while it was drinking tea. What would
sou do if the enemy came down on you
during such a sacred national cere-
mony "’

“I would offer her a cup of tea,” re-
piied Wentworth, suiting the action to

e phrase,

“Mr. Wentworth,” said the girl, arch-
ly, “you're improving. That remarl
was distinetly good. Still, you must
remember that 1 come as a friend, not
as an enemy. Did you ever read the
‘Babes in the Wood?” It is a most in-
structive but pathetic work of fiction.

i
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lv. Well, you and Mr. Kenyon remind
me of tls babes, poor, innocent, little
things, and London—this part of it—
is the dark and pathless forest. 1 am
the bird hovering about vou, waiting to
cover you with leaves. The leaves, to
do any good, ought to be cheeks flutter-
ing down on vou, but, alas! I haven't
any. If negotiable checks only grew
on trees, life would not be so difficult.”

Miss Brewster sipped her tea pensive-
ly, and Wentworth listened to the
musical murmur of her voice, which
had such an entrancing effect on him.
| that he paid lcss heed to what she sail
| than a man should when a lady is spealk-
ing. The tea drinking had added a
touch of domesticity to the tete-a-tete
that rather went to the head of the
young man. He clinched and uun-
clinched his hand out of sight under
the table and felt the moisture on his
palm. He hoped he would be able to
retain control over himself, but the
difficulty of his task almost overcome
him when she now and then appeale‘l
to him with glance or gesture, and he
felt as if he must ery out: “Ny girl, mv
girl, don’t do that, if you expect me to
stav where T am.”

“I see you are not paying the slight-
. est attention to what I am saying,” she
said, pushing the cup from her. She
rested her arms on the table, leaning
slightly forward, and turning her face
full upon him. *“I ecan tell by your
eyes that you are thinking of some-
thing else.”

“l assure you,"” said George, drawing
a deep breath, “I am listening with in-
tense interest.” ;

“Well, that’s right, for what 1 am
going to say is important. Now, i)
wake you up, I will first tell yon ail
about your mine, so that you will under-
stand 1 did not need to ask aryone for
informatien regarding it.”

Here, to Wentworth’s astonishment,
| she gaveara
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You remember the wicked uncle, sure- *

pid and accurate sketeh of
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1wet {heee partners and the pres-
ent position of affairs.,
- “How do you know all
M - : "

“Never mind that, and you mustn’t
ask how I know what I am now going
to tell you, but you must believe it im-
plicitly and act upon it promptly.
Longworth is fooling beth you and
EKenyon. He is making time, so thst
your option will run out; then he will
pay cash for the mine at the original
price, and you and Kenyon will be left
to pay two-thirds of the debt incurred.
Where is Kenyon?”

“He has gone to America.”

“That's good. Cable him to get the
option renewed. You can then try *o
form the company yourselves in Lc¢u-
don. If he can't obtain a renewal, yuu
have very little time to get the cash te-
gether, and if you are not able to d«
that then you lose everything. This
is what I came to tell you, although 1
have been a long time about it. Now 1
must go.”

She rose, gathered her belongings
from the table, and stood with the para-
sol pressed against her. Wentworth
came around to where she was stand-
ing, his face paler than usual, probably
because of the news he had heard. On:
hand was grasped tightly around one
wrist in front of him. He felt that Le
should thank her for what she had
done, but his lips were dry and some-
how the proper words were not at his
command.

She, holding her fragile lace-fringed
parasol against her with one arm, was
adjusting her long neatly-fitting glove,
which she had removed before tea. A
button, one of many, was difficult to
fasten, and as she endeavored to put it
in its place her sleeve fell away, show-
ing a round white arm above the glove.

“You see,” she said, a little breath-
lessly, her eyes upon her glove, “it is a
very serious sitvuation, and time is of
great immportance.”

“I realize that.”

“It would be such a pity to lose
everything now, when you have had so
much trouble and worry.”

“It would.”

“And 1 think that whatever is done
should be done quickly. You shonld
act at once and with energy.”

“TI am convinced that is so.”

“Of course it is. You are of too trust-
ing a nature, you should be more sus-
picious, then you wouldn’t be tricked
as you have been.”

“No. The trouble is I have been ‘00
suspicious, but that is past. I won’t
be again.”

“What are you talking about?” she
said, lcoking quiekly wup at him.
“Don’t vou know you'll lose the mine
i—r

“Hang the mine!™ he cried, flingi
hiswrist free and clasping her to him be-

he

this?"
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her place. *“There is something more
important than mines or money.”
[TO BE CONTINUED.]

What Marco Polo Did.

He was the first traveler
a route across the whole length of
Asia, says one of his biographers, “de-
seribing kingdom after kingdom that
he had seen with his own eyes.” He
was the first traveler to explore the
deserts and the {lowering plains of Per-
sia, to reveal China with its mighty
rivers, its swarining population, and
its huge cities and rich manufactures;
the first to visit and bring back ae

Cochin China, Japan, the Indian Archi

Andaman Islands; the first to give ans
distinet account of the secluded Christ
ian empire of Abyssinia; the first 1o
speak even vaguely of Zanzibar, Mada
gascar, and other regions in the myste
rious south, and of Siberia and the Ar¢
tic ocean in the terrible and
dreaded north. Although centuries
have passed since young Marco Pole
grew to man’s estate while treading hiv
dangerous way among these distant
lands, we must still look back to his dis-
coveries for much that we know about
these countries: for we have learned
nothing new of many of them since his
time.—Noah Drooks, in St. Nicholas.

Ingenious French Begzar.

An ingenious French beggar named
Damas, having Lidden out of sight his
arms and legs, and having provided
himself with a letter from the mayor
of his arrondissement recommending
him as a worthy object of charity, en
joyed himself thoroughly among the
charitable persons of Paris. Bread
cakes, groceries, meut and money
sumptuously. Put a certain grocer in
the Rue de Montreuli, finding Dumas:
was becoming something of a nuisance
gave him in charge oue day,and he was
brought before the judge.
violently the usnal attempt to search

search being made there was found oz

ly the ordinarv complement of legs and
arms in proper working order. To send
a man to prison for having two legs

done.—Chicaco Inter Ocean.

Mozart, the Prodigy.

In one eof the peacelul arts, we have
the astonishing cxample of the Austri-
an musician and compdser, Mozart.
This lad was what we call a prodigy.
He was the son of the bandmaster to

mit that is truly young—he played the
violin with the greatest ease, with an
expression really wonderful. He also
composed those old-fashioned danees,
so quaint and sweet, called minuets,
besides other simple pieces. At seven
he made a tour of Europe, giving con-
certs, playing before kings and queens,
-and surprising the whole musical world.
Then, when he was about 12, he begau
to write operas, and so origindal and
delightful were these that he may be
said to have founded a school or man-
ner of writing musieal compositions aof
a dramatie nature. After having done
the work of two lifetimes, he died at the
early age of 39.—Arthur Hoeber, in St.
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—— DEALER IN —
Farniture, Window Shades, Oil
Cloths, Carpets, Mattresses,
Ete.

Special attention given to Undertak-
Ing and Repairing.
MAIN STREET,

Paris, Kv.

'W.O. HINTON, Agent,

Fire, Wind and Storm
Insurance.

THE VERY BEST.

OLD, RELIABLE, PROMPT-
PAYING.

NON-UNION.

HOTEL REED

Short St.,, Bet. Broadway and Mill,
ILLEXINGTON, KXx.
JAMES CONNORS,

Proprietor.

Rates, $2 And $2.50 Per Day.

One hundred good rooms. Electric
lights, hot and cold baths, barber shop
and Postal telegraph office, etc.

(21y96-1y)
' TREES! TREES!

FALIL 1Soo.

ULL stock of Fruit and Ornamental
Trees, Grape Vines, Small Fruits,
Asparagus and everything for the
Orchard, Lawn and Garden. We em-
ploy no agents. Try us on prices and
see the difference between those of a
grower and dealer. Catalogue on ap-

plication te

H. F. HILLENMEYER,
Lexington, Ky.

_.. .. 03 - -:_‘-

Do not be deceived advertisementz and
¥you can get the , finest finish and
MOST POPULAR SEWING MACHINE

for a mere song. Buy from reliable manufacturers
that han.l?imd arepulation by honest and sguare
d% ere is none in the world that can equsl
in mee¢ cal eonstruction, durability of working
parts, fineness of finish, beauty in a nee, or bas
&5 many improvements as the NE Hout.

WRITE FOR CIRCULARS.
The New Homs “‘.ﬁ Machine Co.
.lhn.lo‘ UsioNnBQuare,N.Y,

CraNge, Mass, N
Cuiicaco, [LL, St Dar. TEXAS.
SsxT'ravcisco, CAL. ATLANTA, GA,

“OR SALE BY

COOK & WINN, Paris, Ky.

—

1], S. REVENUE STAMPS WANTED

| Te L. Green, Conuty Clerk, Mt, Olivet, Ky.

I want to buy for cash the following U. S
Revenues, either canceled or uncanceled, at
| the prices annexed when stamps are sent io

g condition :
' Each.

1 cent Express, red, imperforate............5 cents
1 cent Express. red, part perforate...5cents
| 1 cent Playing Cards, red imperforate.50 cents
| 1eent Playing cards,red,part perforate3l cents
1 eent Proprietary,red,part perforate...10 cents
i 1 cent Telegragh. red, imperforate., ....50 cents
2 cent Bank Check, blue,part perforate 5 cents
2cent Certificate, blue, imperforate Heenlts
| 2 eent Cert ficate, blue, Tull perforate..10 cents
2 cent Certiflcateorange'full perforatell cents
2ecent Exp ess, blue, imperforate..........5 cents
2 cent Express, blue, part perforate 0 cents
2 ¢ent Playing cards,blue,imperforate M ecents
2 cent Playing cards, orange. ..... ... ) cents
| 2 cent Proprictary, blue, imperforate._.15 cents
| 2 cent Proprietary.blue,part perforate.l10cents
2 cent Proorietary.orange,full pefro’'te 15 cents
i 3ecent Playing ca ni,;_:rmeu.imrn riorates2
3 cent Jl'lkl.ying card.zreen,full per’rte. 20 cents
| 3 cent Telegraph, green, imperforate... 10 cents
4 cent Piaying card,violet, perforate. .50 cents
4 cenl Proprietary,violet,part perfo’ale0 cents
5 cent Express, red, imperforate..........10 cents
| beent Playing eard, red, perforate 10 cents
| 5 cent Proprietary, perforate ........ .. ...10 cents
| 6 cent Proprietary, orange, perforate.. .85
10 cent Bill of Lading.biue, 1mperfo'tels eents
i 10 cent Blil of Lading,blue,part per,te. 15 cents
2icent Bond, imperiorate...... .............. 0 cents
40 cent Inland Exchange,imperforate,7scents
| W0 cent Probate of Will, imperforate,...51 25
70 cent Foreign exchange,green,imate!d) cents
| 81 Life Insurance, imperforate........... .51
P &1 Manifest, imperforate ......ooeee ceeene=1 10
| §1 Mortgage, full perforate..... .............81 25
| 1 00 Passage Ticket, imperforate 1 50
1 30 Foreign exchange,orange, im'ate., 3 0
1 90 Foreizn Exchange, maroon 400
1 380 Inland Exchange, imperforate..... 5 00
i 5 00 Probate of Will, imperforate
20 00 Probate of Will, imperforate........ 3
| 1 30 Blueaud Black.....coviucians conas
1 60 Braeand Blaes s s
5 cent Black and Green, proprietary.
I 6 cent Black and Green, proprietary..
10 cent Black aud Green, proprietary.,
Heent Black 2 d Green, proprietary.. :
{ 1 00 Black and Green, proprietary ..., &
5 00 Black and Green, proprietary......

1 also wish to buy old canceled postage
stamps aud stamped envelopes of any and all
denominations from 1840 to INTS, for which 1
| will pay liberal prices  Address

T. L. GREEN, Connty Clerk,
ML Olivet, Ky
Nor¥—The above named stamps can be
[ found on Deeds, Mortgages, Notes, Receipts,
| Agreements, Bank Check., ete., from 861
to 1¥7,; also on Proprietary Medicines,
| Matches, ete.
T e foregoing offer is genuine—made in
good faith, and will be carried out to the let-
ter jn every instance when 1 receive the
| Btamps I have mentioued in good order
| Reference—Mt. Olivet Deposit Bank or any
| oflicial of Robertson county. &
T. L. GREN, County Clerk.

the archbishop of the eity of Salzburg. |
At four years of age—and you willad- |

W. DAVIS.
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PAGE COILED SPRING
'WIRE FEACE.
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MILLER & COLLINS, Agents,
Paris, KENTUCKY.

This is a smcoth fence that will turn
any kind of stock. It is made from the
best hard steel drawn specially for ‘the

purpose.
HOW IT IS MADE.

The large steel wires forming the
horizontal bars are first coiled around a
§ inch rod, thus practically becoming
COILED SPRINGS their entire length.
These are securely tied together by 18
cross bars to the rod. The cross bars
are best guality of annealed wire
(galyanized), wrapped three times
around each horizontal bar.

' ITS ADVANTAGES.

Being a SELF REGULATOR 11 18 u.wxgs
ready for business, slacks up for
below as cheerfully as it takes a new

ip for 90 in the shade, gently, but

mly persuades a runaway team to
reconsider its action. An unruly bull
is safe as a canary in its cage; it saith
anto the festive hog, ‘‘thus far shalt
thou go.” The fierce wind and drifting
snow pass by and it heeds them not.
There is no terror in the locomotive
spark. The trespasser is not led into
temptation, and the rail stealer’s ‘-oc-
cupation is gone.” The hired man and
the lagging tramp, alike scorn it proffer-
ad shade. Like the model houaewiaf:‘
when well supported, it is always n
and tidy. .

POSTS.

THREE POSTS to the 100 FEET.

Economy is not our sole object in
placing posts for farm fence at the un-
vsual distance of 20 to 30 feet apart.
Farmers say, ‘‘the closer the posts the
better the fence.” That may apply te
common fences, but depending largely
on its elasticity we PREFEE the long

. For cemeteries, lawns, yards,
ete., they should of course be nearer, 13
to 20 feet is not objectionable.

We have completed (and are now
building) a lot of this fence for Bourbon
farmers and you can examine into its
merits for vourself.

Estimates cheerfully furnished. Youm
| may put up the posts and we will build
‘the fence, or we will contract to do the
whole job. If you are needing any
fence, see us. e will save yon money
and still build youn the best fence made.

Respectfully,
MILLER & COLLINS,
Paris, Ky,

The Page Wire Fence In Bourbon.

MILLERSBURG, KY., May 4, 96,
Messrs. MiLLER & CoLLins, Agents,
Paris, Kentucky.

Gentlemen :—1 have had the Page
Woven Wire Fence on my farm for
about eighteen months and am well
pleased with it. It has proved to be all
that is claimed for it. It turns all kinds
of stock and is as tight as it was the day
it was put up and has stood some severe
tests. A horse of one of my neighbors
fell across the fence a few months ago
and was not taken off for several hours
but when taken off the fence went back
to its place all right with the exception
of a few staples. During the storm of
April 24th a good-sized tree was blown
across the fence and bent it downto the
ground. Assoon as the tree was cast
off the fence went up all right and was
as good as ever with the exception of
one broken wire and a few staples ou#
of place. ;

I am so well pleased with the fence
that I am going to put up more of it
right away. Respectfully,

(5my-tf) Wu. BECRAPT.

LOCUST POSTS.

We are prepared to furnish (at rea-
sonable prices) locust posts by the car-
load. Delivered at your nearest rail-
road station.

MILLER & COLLINS.

GLOTHES CLEANED & REPAIRED.
“TE have employed a first-class,

experienced tailor to take charge
of our cleaning, repairing and pressing
department. Vork done on short

notice. ©Our prices are lower than
others and we will do your work right.

PARIS FURNISHING AND TAILORIXG CO.
H. 8. STOUT, Manager.

(24mar-tf)

W. W. DUDLEY & CO.,
BILL POSTERS,

PARIS, KY.

All Kinds of Posting, Distributing,
Promptly Attended To.

Ete,

TOWN LOT FOR SALE.

421x110-foot lot, in Williams ad-
,LA dition, well located Will be sold
atlow price on foar payments—one-
fourth cash, balance in three equal pay-
ments at six, twelve and eighteen
months, Address, “L. L.” care THS
News, Paris, Ky.
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Can't tell youn all bout the mew
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this limited space. hut we want you to
ost and best catalogue we ever published.

superior quality and fine wo e eods I
write for ot?r L‘-ﬁﬁy“'l‘ut rated rkmanship of our goods

. A Agk for Gaz. M.
=l lots of mnne: and time: but you can have one free
lowest ALLIANCE CARRIAGE CQ., Jincinnat!, Ohio.
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